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For my family and the friends 
who helped along the way. 


Each hour 

of groping years 

lost pilgrims squandered gold 
to ready me for wonder...now 
this day! 
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SEARCH FOR IDENTITY 


Self is an image in the mirror 
making little yawny sounds 
part of it still 

curled in the sheets 

trying to relate to morning. 


Self measures coffee 

gives the insulin shot 

butters the toast 

relates to needle, spoon, knife 
polishes a perspective 

on the day. 


One more drying of hands 
as front porch sounds 
relate to morning mail: 


a family letter — 


Self goes twining down roots 
into forgotten soil 

relating to stem 

of the self of today 

who is not the self 

of yesterday 

or the day 

before 

or... 


ROADABILITY 


Woman is a verb, 

active and passive. 

She cannot miss a curve 
on the quickened artery 
studded with warnings. 
Calculating safe distance 
ina resisting world 

she travels with the flow, 
prismatic and swift, 

and considers the advantage 
of soft luggage. 


THE ONLY CONSTANT 


| have to remember 

how blond and forever 
he looked then, 

the instinctive knowing 
that here the road turned. 


| have to remember 

the first sweet grapes 
and how the blood raced 
claiming the orchard, 
exploring the wood. 


Now in that orchard 
gnarled branches hang 
layered with lichen 

and moss; a heavy wind 
burdens the wood. 


As | wait, vigilant, 
beside the still pool 
of our caring, 

| have to remember 
how it was then. 


ign of today 


the des 


WHAT SMOKY MUSIC? 


You asleep 

in a darkened room, 
shadowed eyelids reading 
"do not disturb." 


White crowned sparrows flirt 
in the red rhododendra, flit 
to the almond tree 

and back to me. 


| wonder what iridescence 
haloed the midnight hour, 
what smoky music held you: 
made you trade last night 


for these sunflected hours 
with blue horizons. 

You would have loved 
the design of today. 
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NEW COUPLES FORMING 


Stained glass filtered the sun 

through the moddern design of the church 
we attuned to the organ music 
absorbed the cross and the candles 


The groom and attendants posed 

for the bride and her bridesmaids in blue 
the reverend intoned "with this ring" 
they knelt at the altar in prayer 


From the whirl of a champagne reception 
they go holding life by the hand 

through towns with green courthouse lawns 
and signs that warn "keep off the grass" 
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MARKED WITH AN IMPRINT 


My grandmother raised nine children 
before | came to share 

her small home and know 

her sure hand, the light in her eyes. 


In that far kitchen 

| watched her roll biscuits 
with a green bottle, 

cut rounds with a thin glass. 


She sent me to fetch 

fruit from the cellar, 

earthwalled place of cool dark 
under the hinged square of floor. 


Jars of blueberry and peach 
reflected my candle. 

| found the crab apple jell 

and a pint of sour red cherries 


picked from the tree that shaded the porch, 
a part of our three room world. 

Later | learned there were other kinds 
but none had the tang of these. 


| climbed back to kitchen warmth 
and grandmother approval, 
watched her unmold quivering jell 
marked with an imprint of grape. 


ARTIFICIAL HEAT 


God, the house is cold this morning. 
Always it was he who warmed it: 
crush of newsprint, the struck match, 
crackle of kindling to leap of flame. 


| can see him, chair by fire, 

leafing the morning paper, 

looking for his personal message 
on how the world tilted to his day. 


| flick the switch, wait for warmth, 

study the maze of meaningless pattern 

in my Persian carpet nailed to the ground 
and know that the fires of hell are cold. 
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THE SHADOW DANCE 


Last night 

| made a table of my mind 

laid it with linen 

filled crystal bowl 

with heliotrope 

to welcome my lovely daughter 


She came dancing 

where Oriental poppies 
unwrap their wrinkled silk 
across the moon-pale garden 


Crumbs of conversation spilled 
around the scented candles 
laughter swirled in wine cups 

to lavender music 

dream deep my lovely daughter 


This morning 

in tossed and wrinkled sheets 
lam still gathering the crumbs 
folding the linen 

and listening _ listening 

my mind an unmade bed. 


AGENDA 


Plans 

time squeeze 

the vine hours 
effervescent 

between kith and myth; 
events tangle 
intentions 

trampled 


tune. 
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LINES DEEPEN 


"You are frowning again." 


"| didn't know." 
| like my world. Breakfast is pleasant. 
Morning mail: relatives ~~ decisions 

friends people-problems 


appeals lay claim upon our means 
in the name of human want and need. 


The NEWS _ moon pride pink guilt 
we swell and shrink 


Not having learned to walk in step 
with uncomfortable truths, 

we play a role without a script 
and footlights make us wince. 


"Was | frowning again?" 


Discipline the phantom forest 
to tranquil thought against the night. 
Reaching for definition | touch darkness 
and try to rub away the worry line. 


OF TIME AND CHANGE 


We found an hour this morning, 
my love and |, 

between the dawn and the day 
while autumn rains lashed 

at red clinging leaves. 


This hour was lost in April 
to an edict defining light 
as an item to be saved 

for orange fresh mornings 
and lawn-chair evenings. 


Resetting clocks this morning 

my love and | 

savored the found moments; we 
listened to winter drawing in 
and laid a fire to welcome it. 
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to texture our day 


moving with patrician step 


CHINA PHEASANT 


Against low key of mud and mist, 
dry grass and withered branch 
your lustrous feathers loom 
iridescent green, hint of red, 

O so white ring-neck. 


You are welcome to anything 
you may find in my garden. 
Try the corn patch. Husks 
on leaning stalks may hide 
dry kernels to your liking. 


Moving with patrician step 
you brighten this snow-half-melting 
February day. Please stay. 
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WINDOWS ON A CHANGEABLE DAY 


The saffron sky 
wavers between sun and rainshine. 


To the west a light shower 

spatters the pheasant brood, 

mother, 5 chicks running for cover 
single file down a furrow, 

wet brown, fresh turned in the loam. 


To the north chill rain 
is turning to sleet. 

Our camellia bush, 

its pink buds half-open, 
shelters a pair of quail. 


Spring hesitates 

before plunging into summer. 

| pause to consider 

the change in my own season. 
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THE STRAY, ONCE IN 


Tiger Stripe and the Golden One 
chased up acherry tree, 
wrestled, came when called, 
shared feeding time, 

achieved a proper cathood. 


We tried to discourage the stray 
who haunted the outbuildings, 
fled at approaches. 

Scraps left at night by the kittens 
were gone in the morning. 


Eventually we weakened 

and put out food. 

The wild gray streak 
responded to coaxing sounds, 
moved to the woodshed. 


Now he frightens the kittens. 
Chased from their meals 
with snarls and hisses 

Tiger Stripe cowers 


and the Golden One hides, 


while the stranger 

with voracious appetite 

and raucous yowl 

stands at the screen door 
demanding ... demanding... 
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there in the stiliness 


PHANTOM WOODS 


We explored our legacy, hunted for life sign 

on this land, inadvertently owned: 

quiet wood acres hidden from highways 

by arocky mile of unfinished road. 
Wesloshedthrough a marsh, followed a fenceline. 


Tendrils of dry moss clung to the oak trunks; 

bark of the ash trees feltsmooth tothe touch. 
Deer trails led us through silence of sanctuary. 
Ferns grew from logs deep cushioned with mosses; 
long ago loggers left records in stumps. 


| found a round pool in the coarse grass growth; 
a streak, a soft plop, mud roiled, then cleared, 
there in the stillness one little brown frog: 

here was a life sign to texture our day. 

The sun filtered down caressing us both. 
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WEANING IS FROM THE KNOWN 


Season on season the weathered ba rn 
had bulged with hay to feed our Herefords. 
The herd is gone. The barn rented. 


Swallows curve, selecting an eave for nesting. 


Lumber, pounding hammers, wood shavings 
clean aroma; new black and white calves, 
each clipped with a yellow ear-tag, 

bawled the night in their numbered pens. 


Busy swallows are lining their mud nests. 


Calf sound mingled with radio music. 

My fingers, reaching to touch a velvet nose, 
were caught by a rough tongue, searching. 
Bulbs burned to warm the pens of weak ones. 


The swallows are settled and tending their young. 
Dust motes dance in the soiled, emp y barn. 
Young Holsteins huddle when coaxed into sun. 


Brought, new-born, from dairies or an abbatoir, 
they bleat their resistance to leaving the known. 
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HAY DOWN 


Never cut hay till after the Fourth 
the old-timers warned. 

Picnic and fireworks over, 
royal anns at their blushing best, men make ready: 
grease the machinery, clean sticky valves, 
replace the worn gears and the gaskets. 


Fields, high and ripe, fall 

to the clip-clip teeth of the mower. Sun 

in the bald sky hurries the drying. Kick 
of the rake delivers a windrow and we hear 
the beat of the baler devouring loose hay 
and tumbling out wire-tied bales. 


Men sweat 
the haying with an exuberance lacking 
in winter solstice. 

Low riffle of cloud 

signals rain; a race against elementals 
lends excitement. Working together men load 
the flatbed, escalate bales to the loft and 
the last load is stored against winter before 
the first drops plop in the dust. 
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AMBER SEASON 


August is summer, dusty and simmering, 
the southing sun lazing toward evening 
and a moon-mellow field where harvest 
has pinned the earth with stubble. 


August is summer heavy on the branch 
with peaches, plums, the wealth of grapes, 
warm scent of windfalls, cider promise, 


sunlight distilled through the amber season. 


August is summer ripening into autumn. 
Sunflowers droop, tawney cattails edge 

the tepid pond. We watch the flame of phlox 
in crystal air and wait for warnings. 
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INTIMATIONS 


The walnuts are down in the orchard. 
Spiders climb hunting for entrance. 
Our cat, lazy in sun, 

is growing thick fur. 

All signs are from the north. 


In the last of its green-gold season 

the garden lingers, vulnerable to the 
hanging threat of frost. The parsley 

curls greener, the eggplant blooms 
lavender stars and the crookneck pokes 
yellow fingers from under umbrella leaves. 


Old posts from worn fences are 

buzzed into lengths for warming 

the farmhouse. We secure the storm windows 
against all the winters we have known 
while the garden lives to its limit. 
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daily birdlines lengthen 
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THE GATHERING 


Down country roads in 3 directions 

from our corner the wires reach, 

pole to pole. Here the summer swallows 
leave nests in rural eave and loft 

and come to gather in October. 


Daily birdlines lengthen. 

Flitting travelers tilt and talk 

and change their places. At intervals 
| watch and think of having wings, 
of being part of their commotion, 
the making ready, uncurling toes 
to lift on signal in large concert. 


Wanting to share this harmony 

of swallow flight, | look again: 

— empty wires — a wide pale sky — 
and |, grounded, am very much 
alone. 
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SILENT POWER 


Our land is locked in softness 
wind whirled to deepening drifts, 
binding us to an inner warmth. 


In this dark/light silent world 
eyes groping for color find rosebuds, 
frozen late blooming intentions. 


Ephemeral gusts are moving the delicate 
depths of potential: hold our land 
for sun's ransom forecast for Thursday. 
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LOOKING FOR A SIGN 


Wind awake in the night 
torments the windows. 
Snow is fleecing the ledges, 
frosting limp weeds. 


Morning thin light 

on this woven world 
gives a shirred effect 
of tightening threads. 


The brittle wire sings 
but no bird calls. 
Caught in the power 
of another's pain, 


| study 

the mathematical precision 
of the lace 

in one perfect flake. 
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t bend to the gift 


SKI BOWL: MOUNT HOOD 


In white walled canyons 
red snow markers 
measure the challenge 

of the luminous mountain. 


Skiers merge 

in crisp colors 
flashing the slopes 
with motion. 


Each figure 

lifts from the jump, 
leans into an arc; 
his shadow 

is skiing below him. 


Man and image 

melt into each other, 
rush down as one, 
explode in a snow-swirl. 
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pristine pure of snowdrop 


THERE IS A SEASON 


groping somewhere 
between lull of winter 
and lilt of spring: 


a pale beige time 
of filbert tasseling, 
the willow streams ochre, 
frostbound rocks 
loosen gently down; 


a mud deep quiet time 
of sodden leaves 
layering the lawn 
patched with grey crust 
of residual snow. 


Resting, word and world wait... 
pristine pure of snowdrop 
breaks the spell. 
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WAY OF SEEING 


Rain laden April is budding the lilac 

treating my doubts with the tincture of time; 
after the dust 

in wintertime corners, 

| bend to the gift of a shadow of spring. 


Mendelssohn melody, hyacinth scent 

turn me away from the fragmented mirror; 
with young greening haze 

awash on the willow 

cruel is not my way of seeing a season. 
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PEACE OF INDIFFERENCE 


Our neighbor hoes wild grass 
across his fescue stand; 

for days and weeks we see him, 
part of the land. 


"He should get a machine, 

try the new spray: 

It kills wild grass, leaves the good, 
an easier way." 


He is an old man and now the coat 
of habit settles 

comfortably about him. | think 

he likes the battle 

with the wild grass across his land 
in springtime sun, 

tastes the peace of indifference 

in doing as he has always done. 
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ELEVATOR: OREGON CITY 


The operator waited 
for the mother and child; 
we crowded back. 


The small red-coated blond 
pony-tailed with green yarn 
squealed her sensation of upness, 
blinked her wonder. 


Above the mill town sprawl 
we spilled into sun. 


Lifted to look 

from the windowed octagon 
at moving cars and a barge 
drifting the Willamette, 
she giggled and pointed, 
hugged mother. 


Claiming her turn at the fountain, 
she skipped ahead through the tunnel 
into the chill bright day. 


Incidental music floated back. 
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EXPIRED LEASE 


In the interim between tenants 
we stopped to walk across land: 
ours, not ours, now ours again. 


At the edge of an acre field 
choked with vetch and bracken 
we found one tall head of wheat. 


At the edge of the pasture 
nibbled short by horses 
wild iris lifted orchid faces. 


At the edge of the woods we paused; 
here lay the husks and leavings, 
the expendables of family living: 


non returnables of pepsi and beer 
a doll, lost arms and mossy hair 
dried paint brush and broken broom 
(they must have tried) 

shampoo, cough syrup, Mr. Clean 
baby food, one well worn shoe 
rusting tin, split inner tube 

sheer pleats of fading red 

(it must have swirled once) 
sodden catalogs flecked grey mush 
across the rained on remnants 


We turned in the last light of evening 
from the rubble of silent decay 
and there at the edge of all this, 
three trilliums bloomed. 
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RELEASE 


Aunt Martha lay ill that fall, 
aching, fevered in closed room; 
constant decree of the sun 
tested her patience; 

heat lingered, earth thirsted. 


Sudden rain laundered the air, 
soaked down to roots, and breathed 
a freshness into Indian summer. 
After the rain the sun 


glistened the weeds and the mosses. 


From the porch | absorbed 

the scent of land 

eased of its dryness, watched 
pattern change in the nimbused sky, 


returned to her room 

to find repose on the face of pain, 
half smile on thin lips, 

Martha slept. 

| opened a window. ; 
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THE INVISIBLE POOR 


In this remarkable year 
of superabundance 

we inherit 

a frenetic revolution; 
accelerated research 
produces achievements 
faster than man 

has time to absorb. 


Fantastic facts 

blur the sight 

that groped toward a vision 
beyond the horizon. 
Success 

in many directions 
fragments energy 

trying to pace 

the inevitable change 

of instant history. 


Being human 

is a business. 

Thrift and prudence 

are buried 

under consume, consume. 
Once wisdom was woven 
ona slower loom. 
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ODOR OF SMOKE 


Fires of revolt smoulder 
across our land 
in this uncomfortable time. 


The sound of shatter 
troubles our sleep, 

the odor of smoke 

drifts on our vision, 
colors the air we breathe. 


One night in late dusk 
driving home from the city 
we saw sudden flame 
molesting the mountain, 
glare against dark. 


We knew the farmer, 

his wife and four sons; 
their barn burned 

but the Angus were saved. 
We had hoped that night 


it would be no one we knew, 
then wondered why 
that made it different. 
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REASON IN THE WIND 


Doors keep swinging open. 

It is the wind, | tell myself, 

the wind is high tonight. 

French doors in the parlor 

fall wide on darkened hall as images 
slide across the panes. 


Wondering, while | close it, 
who or what it is that seems 
wanting to come in. 

Click — and a gust of air; 

| walk the rooms to shut again 
the kitchen from the porch. 


Older houses settle, 

| tell myself; the latches do not 
catch as well now. 

Such easy sophistries, 

most reasonable of reasons, 
do not satisfy. 


Someone, somewhere must be 
wanting in... 
| keep closing doors. 
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7 gulls, people watching 


MUD FLATS: EARLY MORNING 


We hunt for cockles 

on mud flats at ebb tide: 
tramp in rubber boots, 
explore with our feet. 


Friends tell us how to 

read squirts, trail by excreta; 
we find trails old, misleading, 
squirts prove confusion. 


We become sensitive 

to any ridged hardness 

under seaweed, sand, black ooze 

where the heart shaped mollusk grows. 


Seagulls, people-watching, 
swoop from pilings to scavenge, 
interpreting gesture 

with sure instinct. . . 


With careful tread we test, 
seek the solid edge; 

our blind feet find in muck 
the sculptured bivalve. 
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open windows 
and listen 


LISTEN TO THEIR WORDS 


long legs in tight pants knifing into tomorrow 


long locks individualized 
each hair a protest 


rhythm pulsating a different beat 
but listen 


just once to their words 
open windows and listen 


to words beyond beat 
they are right you know 
we must 
love one another _ordie 


they will grow/ outgrow 
multicolored 
extravaganza 


settle 
someday 
to grab 
a hunk of responsibility 


taking song with them knifing into the future 


Pigeons by the freeway are 


pecking for crumbs, hoping. 
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WRONG END OF THE RAINBOW 


for Tom Rush 


At 4 bucks per we crowded like sheep, 
changed tickets for daisies, shoved along in, 
filled 2000 seats with bright variation 

and restless noise: a theater in the round 
waiting through rock for the house to darken 
to quiet for the blue-spot blaze 

on Tom center stage with his 2 guitars. 

Kids clap-shouted their show of affection. 


He was red hot and ready 
and intothe soft sound 
with crossroads and railroad and rainbow 
and rock-a-bye sweet baby James. 
Honey, I'm a jazz man 
and easy to get to... 


We were his alone in the hold of the round, 


aware of each other yet deep into self. 
I'm lost and I'm blind plangent the echo 
lingers like starlight on dark water. 
Drowned in the vibrant strummed obbligato, 
we found more than was lost of the various 
in this backandforth country of the young: 
the night, the lyric chant, 

one simple white flower. 
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THE STATUE SPEAKS IN MARBLE 


In this almost no night, my compliments to Brautigan on 
the dandelion side of his mountain fishing the dawn 
for Washington Square, Pirate’s Alley, Vermont, LIFE. 


The 1930’s, huge monument to the CCC, insists 
it will never come again; World War II, zoot suit phase, 
oleo white as lard: all passing fads of the good old days. 


Silly minnows dance in weeds and the death lists 
knowing trout in telephone booths are perfect pan size 
for local calls. The FBI watch the trout rise. 


Kafka claimed Americans are healthy optimists. 
No winter in an asylum could be a total kind 
of loss; America is often a place in the mind. 


In Little Redfish Lake brook trout and rainbow 
wait like airplane tickets in the ice cold status quo. 
The surgeon shows, poetically, how sharp the knife. 
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AN INVITATION 


Damn the dead brilliant mother 
who created in her image 
the needle mind but couldn't 
bequeath an Amazon strength 
Spun glass nerves keep breaking 
in your pincushion body 
come from you city 


When you visit the farm in April 
we will stride across grassland 
breathe freshness as we go 
gather reflections 
where alders lean by the pond 
and trout dart the dark water 
There you will stand silent 
in sun-slant while a meadowlark 
mentions the morning 
come timeruns out 


| will have to send you back 
vulnerable to your world 
where the invisible bruise emaciates 
and there is no silicon shield 
come take my hand 


| can only give you this moment. 
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HOG ON ICE 


Joe was the independent one: 
never could accept 
the gracious offer, 
the loan of a buck. 


But he was not an island; 
self containment 
was not the virtue 


he held it to be. 


There is a human need 
to give of self, 
to lend a hand, 
to do for others 


that he denied; he made it 
on his own. 
He had respect 
but he lived alone. 
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PLIANT BEING 


as a light ray bent by prism turns a corner 
he bent her pliant being to his will 
but signals change in endless noon of now 


amber red green 


loops of days are strung on iron thread 
and desire shapes the cumulus of need 


caution stop go 
as pliant light absorbed a quality from glass 


his will turned into wind against a window 
watched compliance wear a red dress... flashing 
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HOTEL ROOM 


The transom tilt above the empty hall 
cross-ventilates the night. 
| fight my way from a brown paper bag, 
drift a morning drowse 

postponing: 


the body ritual 

the down elevator 
coffee shop small talk 

meaning less 
study the menu 

order the usual 
stare at the headlines 
they stare back 

two over easy 


| get up to close the transom 

on the people ready hall, 

dress and take the key ... face 

the cement mixture day before it hardens. 
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MEN'S WARD 


Bodies waken 
to antiseptic smell, gray dawn, 
hard beds, hot sheets, quivers of pain. 


People listen, 
sort early sounds: hum of elevator, 
swish of mop, cart rolling long corridor. 


Patients wait: 
morning routine, almost a ritual, 
soft step, nurse, bright smile, chart. 


Men absorb 
her gentle touch, cooling on fever, 
warm on pulse; she smooths a cover. 


Minds welcome 
any diversion to keep thoughts from 
turning inward to personal dragon. 
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"FOR WE ARE MANY"— St. Mark 5:9 


Late blooming dahlias brightened the entrance. 
Our heels clicked over polished floors 

to a cage dispensing information capsules 

to visitors of the aging. "An attractive place," 
we said to each other, "the walls are pastel.” 


Down a hallway by a window our fragile friend 
leaned on her cane, looked out on a garden. 
"How are you?" "How nice of you to come." 
"It has been so long." The amenities 

labored against TV amplification. 


She apologized, "Many patients do not hear well." 
Her own hearing? It remained acute. My room? 
No, it is noisy there also. We looked for quiet, 

a place to talk: "You must get permission. 

| have to have permission." 


We sensed small fears creeping, nibbling, 
while telling herself that something 

she stood for needed to be asserted. 

A nurse came, found a corner for our use. 
She felt a draft. "Let me find your sweater.” 


In the four-bed ward three women rocked: 
#1] moaned. 
#2 questioned, "Ann? Ann? Come here, Ann?" 
"Lam not Ann." 
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"| thought you were Ann?" 
"I'm sorry. | wish | were." 
"Is her car out there? 
Is Ann hunting for me? 
Will you untie me? 
Let me find Ann? 
I'll leave my things here—see?" 
#3 screamed, "Shut Up!" 
#] kept moaning, locked in a cell of self. 
| retreated, clutching the sweater from bed #4. 


Uprooted from her home with the crysanthemum garden 

this weaver of words and ways had buffed lives and silver 
with equal grace in the richness of her days. 

Her children were achieving; we listened; 

she had followed our small accomplishments. 


From the supper tray she tasted the institution soup, 

tested the applesauce, ignored the peanut butter sandwich. 
"They feed me too much," she whispered, looking weary. 
"You do not sleep well? "No...not with the talking." 
Certified care was a shawl that covered but did not fit. 


We promised to come again. She was left to her own 

private obstacle course, to lean on rhythms she had known. 
Outside the orange shout of evening was fading to citron, 

to dark. Like a haunting of crows in an ancient orchard 
incoherent voices followed us home. 


61 


| V// 
/ 


She touches the future 


WOMAN IS A ONENESS 


"And variable as the shade 
by the quivering aspen made;" 
— Sir Walter Scott 


Climbing a mountain to bind a wound, then 
stooping to examine a butterfly wing, 
woman is a oneness of opposites. 


Cups on proper hooks and plates in their places, 
meticulous order unravels in free form 
to breathe in her intimate response. 


Burnishing old silver she leans on the past; 
in shaping a life or guilding a dream, 
she touches the future. 


Threading a loom with jute, winding a shuttle with floss, 
she works with the flow of days to interlace 
tough strands with the delicate. 


Her variance pledged to a seasonal rhythm, she searches 
each moment for ways to blend opposites 
into her tapestry of oneness. 
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CLOUDS AND KEEPINGS 


"Go out and walk with a painter and you will see for 
the first time groups, colors, clouds and keepings." 
— Emerson 


Your white pine grove tossed cone on cone 

by Walden Pond; you watched the rise of wind- blown 
ducks, the spider knit a silver line; 

each flower etched a new design. 

A wilderness willow loving the windstream, 

you listened to a private dream. 


* * * 


| walked the morning with my artist friend. 
"It's a painterly sky," he said 

and | saw for the first time 

the level grey haze drifting low 

puff to cumulus on cobalt high 

teasing color from earth, from sun. 


We walked the sand on the sun-wild shore. 
"It's a painterly sea," he said 

and | saw for the first time 

transparent waves in green-gold succession 
break and shine, play back the light 
taking color from sky, from earth. 


Master and amateur, we unfolded our easels 
to translate in color this keeping day, 
pondered the shadows and placed the horizon line. 
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MAKING CONNECTIONS 


The professor spoke in salty tones, 
offered a line from the center out. 


His volume remained constant 
with a tightness rare 
in a loose world. 


We explored wires 
relating the lamp to the power source. 


No up or down, 

only into the center and out again, 
words turned and curled 

into our minds. 


We made the connection 
It helped the day to come out even. 
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LAKE WILDERNESS 


We found languid hours, warm hospitality 

and words to trail thoughts on unexplored paths. 
Trying to communicate, we groped 

toward each other over tablecloths. 

Looking for answers, we listened 

to language illuminate with a cruel radiance. 


Late bathers under an August moon 
plunged the dark water— laughter splashed back. 
Frogs caucused in chorus deep into our sleep. 


Ducks in the sun pulled V shapes across the lake. 
As water holds a swimmer, language will support. 
The curve of a line held, almost met but not 
quietly. No, dear, there is no rule: 

the mind hankers after final judgments but 

each must find for himself where the line ends. 
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AUGUSTITIS 


All editors are dead in August. 

Is the poor editor slaving in sweat 
to get out the summer issue 

due in June, 

or has he gone fishing? 


Bleary (beery) eyed, 

has he read our fragile words? 

We hang by threads, wait the mail: 
considered? accept? reject? 


What happens to lost poems, 
chosen word patterns on paper wings 
flying— searching? 
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RISE WITH THE WIND 


My kite is caught 

in a tamarack tree 
with yards of tangle 
and a signaling tail 
dependent on wind 
but winds are chancy: 


no proper timing, 

no sense of direction, 
no grasp of the lift 

to bring this fragile 
down intact. 


A climber is needed 

of limber limb 

with hands for the delicate, 
with patience for knots 

in a paper-thin situation. 


The young would climb, 
the wise know why 

this rise with the wind 
to the end of a string. 


I'll get a ladder; 
it is my kite. 
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brown eyed and blooming wild 


AFTER A DRY SPELL 


In the side yard of a dream lawn 
coolgreen in northwest summer 
| found a desert stray 
one satin mariposa. 


In leapfrog dream my mind flicked back 
along a path skipped as a child 
short-cutting vacant lots 
in barefoot afternoon 


to find this drift of silken sheen 
like butterflies among the weeds 
to whisper them my singsong chant 
mariposa mariposa lily 


“One bit of petaled cream had strayed 


from a far time a forgotten place 
meeting my need after a dry spell 
brown-eyed and blooming wild. 
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LOSERS 


Race 
hounds 
who 

have 
known 

the 
exhilaration 
of 


pursuit. 
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WHEN SONG IS SPENT 


Dylan raged against encroaching night; 
lyrics ring with literary gibes. 

Epithets are hurled at death by scribes 
challenging the fact of time in flight. 
Magic course of life has not been run; 
having much of living left to do, 

why should | add words to air my view? 
Death is over written, over done. 


Loss of magic impact | have known, 

flexing finger joints un-aspirined ache 

whispers now that death was somewhere there 
walking velvet night into the bone. 

Time will come to leave and | will wake, 
welcome him, when song is spent, with prayer. 
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ON HEARING OF ANOTHER IMMINENT DEATH 


The mad river sweeps 

toward coastlines to sand oblivion, 
the dimension etching 

through a green world 

the existential story: 

man in his predicament searching 
with a lamp for the flame and finding 
perspective in the eye of a fly. 


Wings fly and fold, 

flash to music from caverns 

behind a black mountain. 

Songs on the wind are lost 

in the whirr of street noise; 

they break on stone with nobody 
stopping to listen to that sound 

of one leaf drifting down the wind. 


Crusts thrown from the bank 

were never enough to support 

those wing-borne desires, 

those voices now silent, 

wind-chimes with no wind stirring; 
never enough bread on the waters 
but the tears are mine and the loss 
as dust to dust returneth. 
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LESSONS 


On opening cereal to pour out puff and sparkle 
(bearing little relation to original grain) 

| found a yo-yo; 

(bearing a somewhat relation to the real toy) 
a bit of red plastic with a short thin string. 


| had to try it. Family and toast could wait. 

It worked just enough to send my mind tumbling 

down a hallway to a room 

where red head ten year old Andy came whistling 

to take a lesson his father saw fit for him to have. 


Learning to spell was not his idea of how to spend 

a fine spring morning, but he could make a yo-yo 
come alive: loop-the-loop, 

over and under, around the world and how he could 
walk the dog. He bought one for me and each day 


gave me a lesson. He couldn't spell nor had | magic 
fingers for managing a yo-yo; it slept in my desk 
long after for practice 

when alone. | wonder where he is now, if he grew tall, 
if his freckles faded, if words ever became important. 


| never learned to walk the dog. 
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INTO FOCUS 


The puzzle fits 
pieces fall in place 


Nowhere leading beams 
(it seemed (at the time 
illumine now the mass 


:grey/dark/ill-defined 


Faces were always clear 
identity easier 
(those who built up 
(those who tore down 
(those who thrilled 
(those who punished 


Eyes that looked in mine 
(for the first time 
with sudden knowing 
of having known...always 


Work by lamplight 
(how long (how late 
putting aside the pieces 
until the answers come 


Now these hands 
(with slowing fingers 
have made the puzzle whole 


... they tremble 
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ASKING THE DAYS 


Once distant hills 
lay soft on time's blue margin. 


| came a singing way 
across the plain 
to reach a gradual rise, 
climb a tilting trail. 


| ask the days 
how far, how steep the path 
before the handhold crumbles. 
| curl the nights 
into a question mark 
brooding the final answer. 


In the shape and shade of the mountain 
lies the challenging mystery of darkness 
| taste the fragrance of frost 


above the song-spent plain 
and keep on climbing. 
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